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SUMMEB SKETCHES. 



[Lilian writing at night in a little country inn. Lights are 
upon the table, and a jug, from the grotesque mouth of which 
immense ferns and foxgloves tower upwards, and cast trembling 
graceful shadows upon the wall. All the implements of an 
artist lie scattered about the room, and books lettered "Ger- 
vinus," "Keats," " Ruskin." A low hum of voices comes from 
the bar of the inn, and the night wind rustles softly among 
the trees of the garden. Lilian smiles to herself as she 
writes.] 

" Dear Helen, in your smoky town 
Forget not that I love you well, 
And often in my studies brown 
Walk with you where Paul's thunderous bell 
Warns citizens of hour of noon ; 
This said (because the month of Jime 
Is sentimental, and the moon 
Commands our feelings to expand), 
I take our travels up in hand. 

Say, Kiver God! whose fountain rills 
Gush joyfully midst Cotswold Hills, 
But whom, thro' London doomed to run, 
White feet of cautious Naiads shun ; 
When daUy blear'd by London fogs 
Thou circlest round the Isle of Dogs, 
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Does not thy mighty bosom heave 

Once more Heaven's radiance to receive ? 

Ah ! when the misty mass recedes, 

And thou regain'st thy crowned reeds, 

And flowest grandly towards the sea. 

Who, Father Thames, more glad than thee? 

Our childhood, as his founts serene,^. 

Developed in a busier scene ; 

Oh, weary London, e'en in Jime ! 

Oh, dusty streets ! oh, dusky moon ! 

Joyful as e'er I wish to be, 

(Joyful, tho' even leaving thee) 

That hour, when after brief confab, 

I started in a Bond Street cab. 

To where converge, like rays of light. 

In one broad focus of delight, 

From windruflTd sea and chalky ridge. 

Three southern lines at London Bridge. 

Oh, what a storm of carpet-bags 
And panting folk was there ! 
How madly waved the signal flags. 
With what a grand despair 
Ean everybody to and fro. 
Such railway stations only know. 
The porters (clad in Lincoln green,) 
Dash right and left in haste ; 
Music accompanies the scene — 
Of steam let out to waste, 
And while the carriages are filling. 
Cosmos is selling for a shilling. 
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Great authors ! had ye only known 
That while you com'd your hrains 
To such grand words, they would he sown 
Like seeds broadcast, in trains ! 
The hum subsides, the doors enclose 
A hundred people pack'd in rows, — 
Our train, at sound of signal bell. 
Starts forth, like soul released from hell. 



Cast thy light pen away, my muse, 
Some graver influence seek and use. 
Frame words of more persuasive power 
To paint a different scene and hour, 
And with what thoughts, on wings of wind, 
We left the world's great Heart behind. 

Oh, dreary London, dark with smoke, 

But more obscured by crime, 

On whom no morning ever broke 

Fit to be sung in rhyme. 

Oh, dreary streets that well I know. 

Oh, stifled housholds nursed in woe. 

Oh, hapless children, never crown'd 

With purity divine. 

Young hearts in which no peace is foimd; 

Unchristen'd by the sign. 

The outward sign of inward joy, 

Bom heritage of girl and boy. 
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In those green fields towards which we flew, 
Kmd hearts are labouring with the Lord ; 
Here, for a space, the laws eschew 
Their keen hereditary sword ; 
Hard justice, to compassion won, 
Eegrets the sire and spares the son. 

Perhaps across the oblivious sea 
These boys shall build a fairer fame. 
In social kingdoms yet to be 
Transmit an honourable name, 
And scarcely blush as they recall 
Those distant scenes which saw their falL 

Kedhill inspires no gloomy page, 
'T is lit with light from future days ; 
This is the purpose of the age, 
Which all fulfil in various ways. 
From every rank upsprings the cry, 
" Gather the children, lest they die.'' 

From theft, from drink, from sensual sin, 
(Listen, women, meek and pure,) 
Snatch these poor children, bring them in 
By thousands to your homes secure. 
They wail, from many an awful den, 
" O save us ere we grow to men." 

Fain would I write one labourer's name. 

Did reverence not withhold my hand ; 

Work such as this affects not fame, 

A dew of kindness on the land 

It falls in vivifying rain, 

Sinks deep, and asketh nought again. 
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Yet none the less the public heart, 
With its foil beat, her name will bless 
Who fills that hard and anxious part, 
A mother's, to the motherless ; 
Tho', if beheld, it should but raise 
One only thought, — " Be sHent, Praise.'' 



On thro' those wooded slopes once more. 
The fiery steed puffs on before. 
An ichthyosaurus, dead as nail. 
Boasts no such length of jointed tail. 
At Dorking we abjiu*ed the train. 
And started, in a gentle rain. 
A pure soft rain, whose drops between. 
Tall hedges shone a brighter green ; 
Thick hedges darkening into bowers. 
And lit with such a wealth of flowers. 
And topp'd with such rich wide-boled trees 
As only England ever sees. 
So drove we on by winding lanes, 
(Where soft the nightingale complains,) 
Past cottage home and house of squire, 
Eose-cluster'd school and loftier spire» 
Past tranquil pool and ancient mill. 
Remnant of pile more stately still. 
Whose arched door and window shows 
That here some prayerful abbey rose. 
Deep lie the shadows in the pool. 
Loud laugh the children out from school. 
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The yellow light of evenmg steals 

Thro* cloudy veil, and now reveals 

Blue curling smoke against the leaves, 

And moss-grown thatch with populous eaves. 

We all stand up, and roimd us peer. 

And stop, — for ham and eggs, at Shere. 

Secluded is the vale of Shere, 

Old charms of England linger here ; 

And, while mine hostess gets the tea, 

(The commissariat falls on me,) 

We, so few hours escaped from town. 

Most joyful wander up and down. 

Two great trees overhang the porch. 

Beyond whose branches stands the church. 

Oh, happy parson preaching here. 

Oh, happy Christians taught at Shere, 

Oh, happy spirits looking down 

On grassy graves so far from town ! 

I almost think 't were sweet to lie 

(Tho' yet uncalled) 'neath such a sky. 

Dimly to hear the sauntering tread 

Of some glad artist overhead. 

Or the light chirrup of the birds. 

Or musing poet's murmur'd words ; 

To lie, unchill'd by mortal pang. 

While childish voices pray'd and sang. 

Then all this golden world should seem 

Like picture in a midnight dream. 

And to the sleeper every sound 

Be in thin silence muffled round. 

Thro' which the heart might only feel 

Love's sweetness, not its sorrow, steal. 
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From Shere we slowly drove again, 
(Not this time in a gentle rain,) 
But tliro^ thick hedges, as before. 
By skies that deepen'd more and more. 
Till twilight brooding o'er the scene 
Saw us deposed on Ockley Green. 

Ockley is a model village. 
Planted mainly amidst tillage. 
The tillage on that wholesale scale 
Which doth in England much prevail ; 
No garden-farms of dainty trim. 
But all things with an ample rim 
Of hedge and grass, a double charm 
In every fertile English farm ; 
A sweet concession to the need 
Of Nature for her roadside weed, 
A fair appeal to human sight. 
And simple beauty's lawful right 
And now that white-wing'd eagles fly 
To where primaeval pastures lie. 
And England, with a welcome hand. 
Can gather com from every land, — 
That far and wide, in virgin soil 
Which pays an himdredfold to toil, 
A Saxon nation digs and delves. 
Leave English woods to English elves. 

Ockley has a church, a spire, 

A many-generation 'd Squire, 

Straight roads which cut it left and right, 

A noble green by Nature dight, 
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Old houses quaint and weather-streak'd, 
And troops of children rosy-cheek'd. 
The arrival of an alien cart 
Makes everybody look and start. 
About the roads, inspiring awe, 
Stalks one sole ^ardian of the law, 
Before whose stem magnetic eye. 
Murder and theft, — supposed to fly^ — 
Leave the dear village free from wrong. 
The very theme for pastoral song. 
Him, as he strolls beneath the trees. 
The timid Dryad, wondering, sees. 
And the shy birds salute with eyes 
Distended to a round surprise. 
Here, when the morning, broadening over 
Glorious fields of wheat and clover. 
Strikes on eveiy glistening leaf 
And kisses all the firs on Leith, 
The sense of freedom, rest, and calm. 
Falls on the town-sick heart like balm. 

Ockley has a village school, 

You pass the well, and next the pool, 

When a fair building meets the eye. 

Framed with simple symmetry. 

Above the portal, pass it not, 

Are writ plain words, a name, — Jane Scott. 

Kest, gentle Woman ! nobler far 
In this thy deed than nobles are. 
Thy purpose breathes a hving breath, 
Thy voice of weakness speaks in death. 
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Nothing know I, Jane Scott, of thee, 
Save that a teacher's name was thine, 
A function, worthily discharged, 
More than all else divine. 

That sickness held thee long enchain'd, 
Thy duty, wrested from thy hand^ 
Left thee, mild sufferer, detain'd 
A waiter on thy Lord's command. 

This also know I, noble thoughts 
And happy visions cheer'd thee then, 
Whose ripen'd fruits were blessed gifts 
And spiinging seeds for men. 

No vain bequest of wealth thou gav'st. 
What labour eam'd to labour given, 
Brought health to many a toiling frame 
And little souls to heaven. 

Obedient to thy kindly will 

The well's bright water upward rose, 

And a shy flock, untrain'd before. 

The schoolroom's blossom'd walls enclose. 

And these two springs of nobler life, 
First flowing from thy wise decree. 
Carry a blessing far and wide 
And sing perpetual mass for tJiee. 

To me, who muse beneath the elms» 
Thy spirit seems to hover near, 
And watch, with clear benignant eyes. 
The tranquil scene in life so dear. 
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Ah ! often have I thought that though 
Thou bore no mother's precious claim. 
Some heart which gave thee all its love 
Now scarcely bears to meet thy name ; 

And mingling with the general voice 
A deeper note of love and pain, 
Turns from this spot with sadden*d steps. 
Full of a past recall'd in vain. 

Thus link'd to earth by many a tie, 
The memory of ihe just is sure ; 
The widening influence lives and grows 
As years their purposes secure. 

And I, a stranger, taught by thee, 
Shall honour and forget thee not. 
And blend with thoughts of saintly deeds 
Those plain words eloquent — Jane Scott. 

This little inn, our calm abode. 
Abuts upon a country road, 
Sole fastener, and liiik to bind 
Us with the rest of all mankind. 
(Simple my words, it were a tax on 
Sense to speak in aught but Saxon 
Of this little model vUlage 
Planted mainly amidst tillage.) 
Yet this little rose-fringed lane 
Is an adamantine chain. 
Politics and piety, 
Friendship and philosophy, 



SUMMER SKETCHES. 11 

History, novel, song and sonnet, 

Absolutely hang upon it. 

Slight electric shocks of thought 

By its agency are wrought, 

And prevent a dead stagnation 

In the village circulation. 

Some of London's vigorous blood 

Flows along this country road ; 

Wesley's ti^acts perennial flow 

In from Paternoster Row ; 

Tea from China, grapes from Spain, 

Travel on this rose-fringed lane ; 

Or sunburnt pedlars with a bale 

Of cotton, silk and wool for sale, 

Bring Paisley, Leeds and Bolton here, 

And— charge commission very dear ! 

Here we have a household plan 
Framed without the help of man ; 
The hostess holds an even sway. 
And tho' 't is here at close of day 
The vOlage worthies love to walk, 
And take a little ale, and talk. 
Yet, like the ebbing of the tides. 
Duly the murmuring sound subsides ; 
Silence and Time their vigil keep 
While the tired household sinks to sleep. 

The breakfast hour, at half-past eight, 
Sees us in the sunshine wait. 
Ella, with a rustic air. 
Twisting roses in her hair. 
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Catching at them where they grow 
The other side a paling low, 
Fifty blossoms all a-row. 

Oh, dear to me the simple flowers 
Which bloom in gardens such as these. 
Let jasmine shine in ladies' bowers, 
And myrtle fringe the southern seas. 

Let gentians star primseval rocks. 
And pierce the late-dissolving snow. 
But give me gUly-flowers and stocks. 
And those sweet gardens where they grow. 

I Uke grey walls with ivy hung. 
And roofs where flickering shadows play, 
Old apple-trees where birds have simg 
While generations pass'd away. 

Thick hedges shaven fine and neat, 
And wild ones where the woodbine creeps. 
All clumps of blossom smelling sweet. 
All grassy banks where sunshine sleeps. 

Tall firs like sturdy sentinels. 
Elms habited by cawing rooks, 
And lilies ringing various bells 
To prayer and praise in shady nooks. 

Let India boast her fan-leafd palm. 
And Lebanon her cedar trees. 
Give me a summer Sunday's calm, 
And garden fill'd with flowers like these, 
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And any song that I can sing 
Will overflood my lips in rhyme ; 
My heart, possessed of every thing, 
Forget the sense of space and time. 

All sorrow softly melt away, 
Dissolving in a rainhow shower ;] 
And I, for one long happy day. 
Dream that I am a soulless flower. 

LILIAN. 
June 28th. 



U SUMMER SKETCHES. 



LILIAN'S SECOND LETTEE. 



No letter, Helen I Dear, the days are long 
In which I learn not of the deeds you do ; 
Prefaced with such a mild rebuke, my song 
Must draw some newsful answer back frotti you. 

What would you learn? About a summer's day? 

From where I last concluded, 
1 11 trace the journal of our work and play 

Amidst these scenes secluded. 

The hour was half-past eight, suppose 
Ella (with the aforesaid rose) 
Saunters down the avenue 
With tiie letters (none from you), 
iTow, as they Ve no concern of mine, 
My faithful painting 1 11 resign. 
And tell you what in me arose 
When I saw Ella with her rose. 
This avenue, (I call it so 
Because the hedge-row oak-trees grow 
Boldly right and left, and form 
A shelter to the heaviest storm, 
Lacing firmly over head, 
And bar the road with light and shade,) 
Framed her like a portrait old 
lu a rim of green and gold. 
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Suddenly to memory flew 
Words of one whom once I knew. 
He is dead, dead long ago, 
Summer leaves and winter snow 
Lie upon him where he lies, 
And do him tenderness by turns ; 
He left an echo in the skies 
Which is not silent, often bimis 
Some little word before me, bright. 
Lit, I think, with immortal light ; 
Some bar of music fills my ears. 
And only gathers strength by years. 
Often I was wroth because 
He fell beneath the widest laws 
In his philosophy, loved more 
Some midland farm than moimtain hoar. 
Sought Nature in her sunniest bloom, 
And hated women leaving home. 
Yet he had an instinct fine 
And pure, could nobleness divine 
Where'er he found it, ever paid 
Strict reverence to wife or maid ; 
Willing to learn and apt to find 
New forms of beauty to his mind. 

So, lying once amidst the grass. 
Where the swift bees did o'er him pass. 
Yet almost hover'd to his eyes. 
He search'd the depths of azure skies. 
Losing himself, as all well may, 
Where that blank softness melts away, 
Building ideals up in space. 
Their beauty mirror'd in his face, 
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Divine reflections from a thought 
In harmonies with nature wrought, 
And then in idle joy he sung 
This lyric to a listener young. 

** Pm-e and saintly must she be, 
The lady who could meetly fill 
The shrine of my idolatry ; 
Very fair and very still. 
With a halo round her thrown 
Of her own bright locks of brown. 
Fitted both in form and. mind, 
A virgin young, to be enshrined 
In some ancient gothic fane. 
Where, as in a bowery lane. 
Carving delicate and rich 
Should enframe her sacred niche. 

" 1 11 have no name of regal sound. 
No Cleopatra jewel crowned, 
Ne'er a dame of monarch's court 
With a cold unflinching port ; 
My love must be stately too, 
Ere I condescend to woo ; 
Not a gentle timid thing 
Sheltered 'neath a parent's wing, 
But one who might a pilgrim be, 
, Secure in her own purity, 

" Never saw I yet the dame 
Who might my allegiance claim, 
Only in the still midnight 
O'er me floats a vision bright. * 
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Dreaming I imagine faintly 
Of a thing so pure and saintly 
As the Lady who could be 
The shrine of my idolatry." 



Here comes Fanny. Water hot? 
I put the tea within the pot, 
And sound the call to breakfast, we 
Are a snug party, only three ; 
Ella, Mistress Clare, and I, 
Escaped from every social tie, 
Dwell at this inn, and for tiie rest 
Live just the life that suits us best. 
And for this parenthetic season 
Opine we are at square with reason. 
Much hearty laughter you would hear. 
While we attack our simple cheer. 
Much grave discourse steals in as well 
On what the daily papers tell. 
Oh, what a change one century brings 
In dynasties and greater things ! 
If those poor pigmy sheets had known. 
In thought prophetic forward flown. 
Those sheets of seventeen fifty-three. 
What sort of papers ours would be. 
What sort of news our scribes indite, 
I think they would have died for spite. 

They said, " The Arrow, without fail, 
WOl start on Tuesday with the mail ; 
The passengers, if book'd for Bristol, 
Would very wisely take a pistol." 



18 SUMMER SKETCHES. 

Or, " Mr. Brown of Holbom begs 

The public to inspect his kegs." 

Or, " It is rumour 'd that a book 

Will soon proceed from Doctor Snook ; " 

And tiny tattle of the time 

When Richardson was in his prime. 

Now what a mighty voice is that 
Which every passing mom awakes ! 
It stoops to tell no idle chat ; 
Such thunder in its rising breaks 
As well attends the ship of state 
When all the winds are big with fate. 

With eager hands we loose the strings 

And long to learn a thousand things. 

For in this compass tightly curl'd 

We hold the log-book of a world ; 

The daily journal kept by man 

Of how he works the Eternal Plan ; 

Close-printed columns pack'd with thought, 

Each with peculiar labour wrought, 

A giant in efficient power. 

And bom to die within an hoiu", 

And then, embalmed as History's self. 

Entombed on a museum shelf. 

Let us hear of foreign friends. 
Let us hear of noble ends 
Wisely gain'd, or that new bond, 
Framed Atlantic waves beyond, 
To bind reformers and recall 
A Church that shall embrace us all. 
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(Perhaps you did not note that page, 

Most curious index of the age. 

Their creed and service was to be 

Devotion to humanity, 

Not rendered to a soulless clod, 

But man as child and heir of God. 

And further, since on every side 

Those who subscribed lived far and wide, 

They each and all, in separate ways 

Should offer up their work and praise. 

Only, to fan this flame sincere. 

Hold a great conclave once a year !) 

Ah, glorious dream ! Ah, prophecy 

Of times I cannot hope to see ! 

When some great thought, new-cloth*d in form. 

Shall rise and take the world by storm. 

The all-including Church restore. 

And make us Catholic once more. 

But nowy — tiiese stones of various dyes, 

Unlike in strength, and weight and size. 

Nor yet adapted each to each. 

Will hardly build a bridge to reach 

A stable causeway for our need. 

Across the yawning gulphs of creed. 

Yet not in vain the prophet paints 

A grand communion of the saints. 

The thousand subtle links which bind 

Pure souls of an according mind, 

Draw them together even here, 

Expectant of a nobler sphere. 

Their letters fly like shuttles swift 

Between them, and the rarest gift 
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Of each the others still receive, 
MsLgic communion they weave, 
Which, like that famed Arabian mat 
On which the wandermg hero sat, 
Carpets for them a meeting place, 
A church beyond the bounds of space. 
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, 
I do this outward bond mistrust ; 
I think a neighbour nearness sways 
All action in these railroad days, 
That all who sympathise in aim 
Do form a church without a name. 
And tighter bond no man can frame. 

Yet none the more, when some plain course 

Of action is to be pursued. 

Do I mistrust the triple force 

With which all Union is endued. 

I trust the coming days will show 

Wide systems which we dream not now. 

And our loose units move with awe 

Obedient to harmonious law. 

Stand forth, thou spectre grim and gaunt. 

Dim dweller in Cimmerian haunt, 

Shunn'd by ihe prudent and the good, 

Red-spotted with the stains of blood. 

A scent of evil clogs thy name, 

England rejects the word of shame, 

Yet I beheve the day will come. 

When thou, bright robed in heavenly bloom, 

Spirit of social order named. 

No more reviled, no more disclaim'd, 
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Shalt shake thy hem from lawless strife, 
And lead us to the nobler life. 



I see a vision in the futm'e, fair 
As simrise over stormy waves at sea, 
It softly shines in amber fields of air, 
And lies embalm'd in floods of harmony. 
Whiter than snow its polished marble towem, 
Whose lofty portdls "speak a statelier race. 
Greener its groves than any groves of om«, 
Windstirr'd they tremble with a subtler grace. 
Poets and aitists built these arching halls, 
Devoutest warriors walk these halls among. 
And women of an aspect that recalls 
No ancient Goddess yet renowned in song. 
But something more divine, their children play, 
Yoimg naked Titans, bathed in rosy bloom, 
And the calm Angel Death persuades away 
Fulflll'd existence to a dreadless tomb. 

Again our speech flies far and wide. 
Our thoughts strike hre on every side; 
For not a question raised of late 
Is fix)m its fellows isolate. 
But books that treat of large and less, 
And preachers echo'd by the press. 
And the great glorious world of art. 
And poets dreaming dreams apart. 
And science scattering hour by hour 
Seeds of illimitable power, 
Seem to obey one law's behest, 
Forge no loose link but fits the rest, 
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And that one aim which sways the whole 

Is — amplest growth for every soul. 

And this includes the widest scope 

For our more individual hope 

Of richer culture, nobler use 

In oiu' own lives, to interfuse 

A purpose and a unity 

(Which self-sustain'd if need there be, 

Shall bind, where loving hearts aspire 

To oflfer sacrificial fire, 

Two lives in one harmonious aim, 

Diversely wrought, but still the same). 

Ah ! with no careless pen- would I report 
Our words on such a topic, 't is a text 
For divine sermons, did the angels preach. 
Its bearings wide as half the human race. 
Let no imtimely deed, no crude desire 
Profane our aspiration, it should rise 
And swell and broaden like the blessed light 
Which momently, yet with so soft a sound 
We cannot hear its coming, opens out 
Its silver wings and moimts the slopes of dawn. 
It should, like an accumulating flood, 
Gather its forces firom a thousand rills, 
Until by its unquestionable might 
It sweep the rocks away, yet scarcely show 
A foam-flake on its bosom, steadfastly 
Careering to the sea. A spirit moves 
Amidst the silk of gilded drawing-rooms 
And in laborious homes, with equal voice 
It smnmons us to laboiu' and to prayer, — 
To labour, which is prayer, and which alone 
Can solve the question which the age demands. 
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** What is a woman's right, and fitting sphere ? " 

How best she may, with free and willing mind, 

Develope every special genius, 

Ketaining and perfecting every charm 

And sweetness simg of old, so, evenpaced, 

Walk in a joint obedience with man, 

And equal freedom of the law of God, 

Up to the height of an immortal hope. 

Vainly would any poet, tho' he own'd 

The " double-nature " of the poet breed, 

Paint the completed circle of her powers, 

Whose germs await the future, undisclosed. 

What she will be, she can alone define. 

Nor knows she yet, but, dimly feeling, strives 

To gain the fair ideal ; what she will do 

Is folded in her nature, as the flower 

Is folded in the bud, or masterpiece 

Of statuary in marble. She is not 

Like some dead animal whose nerves and veins. 

Bones, muscles, frmctions, powers and highest use 

Can be defined by an anatomist 

Brooding above her y9iih a sharpen'd knife. 

Suppose some small philosopher declared 
" Man is a creature framed to such an end, 
And this is his ideal, which attain'd 
He will not top ; this is the possible 
Of his capacity, perhaps a fact 
At which ambitious stragglers will rebel. 
But none less true for that, let him sit down 
And swallow it in silence." — ^Witness all. 
That this is said of women every day. 
Diverse in nature, with unsparing creed] 
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They limit hers, unseeing where it tends. — 

Girdle with iron bands the sapling tree. 

It shoots into deformity, but He 

Who first its feeble breath of life inspired 

Ordain'd its growth by an interior law 

To full development of loveliness, 

Whereof the planter wots not till he leaves 

It to the kindly care of elements 

And the free seasons' change of storm and shine. 

Not for a moment would I underrate 

That sweet ideal which has charm'd the world 

For ages, and will never cease to charm. 

Fair as the creatures of an upper sphere, 

Women among the charities of home 

Walk noiseless, imdefiled ; ah ! who would wish 

To tmn from this green fertilizing course 

Such rills of promise ! let each amplify 

In its own proper measure far and wide. 

According to its bounty ; sacred be 

The radiant tresses of such ministers, 

And beautiful their feet ; but with my voice, 

And with my pen, and with mine uttermost, 

I say this is not all, and even this. 

This loveliest life to hidden music set, 

Must be a blossom of spontaneous growth. 

Must spring from aptitude and natural use 

Of gracious deeds, not hardly forced on all. 

As the sole good and fit, lest it decay 

Under the pressure to a loathsome thing, 

A thing of idleness and sensuous mind. 

At which the angels weep. If this be all. 

Speak, thou true heart, out from the hi^igiy sea 

Which suck'd thee down just in thy fruit of life. 
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Speak, wife and mother, from that unmark*d grave 

Which those so vainly seek who loved thee well, 

Speak, rather, Margaret, fron^ thy seat in heaven, 

Where thou, in knowledge larger, but in love 

Scarce more perfected, dost those days recall 

Spent in strong aspiration and piu'suit 

Of dim ideals, now reveal'd in full. 

With shape sustain 'd and meanings more divine. 

Ah, could I give thy dear and honoured name 

Some little tribute, who wert brave and bold, 

And faithful, as are few ! *T is a small thing. 

An easy thing, to write such witty words 

As Lowell wrote of thee ; *t is a hard thing, 

A royal thing, to live so kind a life, — 

Dying, to leave so dear a memory. 

And such a want where thou wast wont to be. 

Now let these earnest martyrs, and this hope 

Which ferments roimd, one special prayer suggest ; 

That, as the foimders of a colony 

Create a nation's heart, so we, who strive 

For the foundation of a principle, 

May work with pure hands and a clean heart, 

Eegarding nought as trivial ; be it said, — 

As of those noble hearts who left their land 

And planted a new empire with the seeds 

Of piety and strength, — " they very much 

Did labour for the world, and the mere rights 

Of man amidst his fellows, but, with zeal 

Far more inclusive, gave their lives to God." 

To this intent 
We chatted for an hour, each answering each 
With lighter accents than I here record, 
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For the free flow of conversation plays 

With such a subtle change and counterchange, 

No pen, at least not mine, could take it down. 

More than camera paint the fleeting hues 

And delicate variations of a face 

When all the soul *s awake. Therefore I give 

The smn of what we said ; to keep you in 

The current of our lives, and you may find 

The rest in your imagination 

And knowledge of the speakers. 

Lo, the sun 
Kode high in July heavens, and Ella rose, 
And from the open door look'd o'er the green 
Which slept in summer warmth. Straightway she 
quoth — 

" Nonsense, what 's to do to-day ? 

These fine visions are but play 

Till they stiffen into deed. 

Till the blossom crowns the seed. 

I to-day must catch the hue 

Of a fir-tree 'gainst the blue, 

Lilian, you must write a poem 

With these visions for a proem. 

So with pencil and with pen 

We must translate our thoughts to men." 

" No," said I, " I shall not pen 
Any of these thoughts for men. 
My life has had too small a scope, 
To warrant any sober hope 
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That any poem I could frame 
Should merit such a sounding name. 
There is a story which, if told, 
Might have an interest manifold, 
Simply those things we think and do, 
The daily life of * I and you ; * 
Which, were it told in plainest words. 
Might strike some sympathetic chords, 
At least in every woman's heart ; 
Nor would I seek profounder art 
Than should convey it truly, so 
Some honest love of truth might grow 
Where fiction long has taken root. 
Swaying with sway most absolute." 

Ah, how much deeper, more sincere, 
More fiill of serious hope and fear, 
Alive to fun and apt for wit, 
It is than song has painted it. 
Thou fearless voice whose echo fills 
Not only thine own moorland hills, 
But dost compel the world to hear, 
To smile thy smile and weep thy tear, 
And thy revealings learn with ruth. 
Depicting thine own side of 4ruth ; — 
Thou, free, yet vow*d to duty, pure. 
Yet ardent, and of footing sure. 
Seeking in life the law which lies 
Not hidden to desiring eyes. 
Thou, strong in soul and keen of ken, 
Keepest a conscience in thy pen ; 
Where my experience meets not thine. 
Thou and my heart have made it mine. 



28 SUMMER SKETCHES. 

Often as to thy page I turn 
The livmg words before me bum, 
And all my spirit thrills and strives 
Up to the height of noble lives. 

" Nay, let us talk these things beneath 
The heart-inspiring firs of Leith." 

Dragging Latin, long and slow, 
Should paint the pace at which we go ; 
Students of the world of art 
Trundling onwards in a cart ; 
Poor small pony, lank and thin, 
Surely expiates some sin 
Committed in a hiunan state. 
Trudging on resign'd to fate. 
Women will not beat an ass, — 
" Tempt him on with freshest grass." 
Up the hill and o'er the stones 
On he goes, a bag of bones, 
Chorus'd by persuasive groans ; 
Till upon the top he stands, 
Comforted by stroking hands. 

Leith has firs and fields of fern, 
Teachings which we all can learn ; 
Never anthems more divine 
Sweird from church of saints* design. 
When amidst tiiose spiny firs 
Suddenly the west wind stirs, 
'T is like some Eolian tune 
Chanted to the advancing moon. 
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When the south wmd swells and falls, 
*T is like the lutes in heavenly halls. 
When the north wind raves and rushes, 
And the clouds together crushes, 
It is like the echo driven 
Backward from the gates of heaven, 
When the angels, unacciu^t, 
In a storm of glory burst 

Soft with spines the ground beneath, 
Sweet the air with perfumed breath, 
Bluest blue the sky above them, 
Fair are firs to all that love them. 
Grand and spiritual trees, 
None have meanings such as these. 
All their long dependant boughs, 
Arms aloft which each one throws, 
All their depth of blackness, dark 
Believed against a golden bark, 
All their jagged, snapt beginnings, 
(Like our short- comings and sinnings) 
Heavenward shoots and earthly leanings, 
Seem to make them full of meanings, 
Steep'd with life in every feature,. 
And I love them like a creature. 

When we reach'd the highest slopes, 

Ella, fired with sudden hopes 

Of covering an enormous block, 

Settled down upon a rock 

Which jutted thro' the turfy ground, 

Strew'd a whole shop of goods aroimd. 
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And, save one scant half-hour to eat 

Our basketful of bread and meat, 

Sat silently among the flowers, 

And pamted for eight mortal hours. 

But, as for me, I chose a knoll 

Whence were a stone let drop, 't would roll 

Fathoms into the plain below ; 

And there, the west wind murmur'd so. 

And the blue forests, far away. 

Melted to such a tender grey 

Against the downs, with gleams of chalk, 

That, being undisturbed by talk, 

And as the sunshine, bright and hot. 

Lay goldenly upon this spot. 

Then lost itself amidst the deep 

Fir shadow, why, — I went to sleep. 

And in that sleep the healing breath 

Which sweeps the world at war with death, 

Stole over me, and luU'd the pain 

Which eats into an anxious brain. 

The flowers on that hill-side which be 

Gave some of their sweet life to me. 

I have a fancy that the sun 

Eegenerates what he looks upon. 

And love to loiter in his rays 

Thro' the warm length of summer da3rs. 

Some power with which the god 's endued 

Renders me back to life renew'd. 

When first I open'd infant eyes 

He rode his highest in the skies. 

The amber softness of his light 

Long-lingering in the summer night. 
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And when the life-streams ebb and flow 
Within, I bask beneath his glow, 
Kenew the covenant framed before, 
And the warm currents nm once more. 

I wish that I had words as grand 

As those which flow'd from Himiboldt*s pen. 

To paint this southern England, plann'd 

Long ere earth's consummation, — Men. 

When some great river, broad and deep 

As Niger or as Ganges be, 

Sought some great silent continent 

Embedded in the primal sea. 

The Saurian of gigantic breed 

Play'd lazily about its banks. 

But no mild mother nursed her young, 

Nor song-bird chanted forth its thanks. 

Silent and slow the river ran. 

And gather'd up the threaded rills. 

And suck'd the life from glassy pools 

Cahn lying on a thousand hills. 

The tropic trees that on them grew. 

And all the lush luxuriance bred 

Amidst the solitude, decay 'd. 

And newer forests rear'd their head. 

And aU these things the river nursed, 

Then bore them tombward on her breast, 

And made their graves within her sands ; 

Their fossil forms reveal the rest. 

Until, at the appointed time. 

The imcomplaining hills declined. 

And all their beauty sank away. 

Unwept save of the whispering wind. 
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Saurian and fern and tropic palm 
Congeal'd to stone, while silently, 
Unstirring in its awful depths, 
Above them roll'd the reef-starr'd sea. 

Full of these thoughts, as evening fell 
Downward we slowly went our way, 
Over the fields a distant bell 
Proclaim'd a dirge for " parting day." 
The moon came slanting thro' the firs. 
Mist gather'd roimd the pond-side flags. 
The little boy (who call'd us " su-s ") 
Trotted beside us with the bags, 
TiU the faint light the tapers cast 
Wam'd us of nearing home at last. 
And now before I go to bed 
Shall but one gentle word be said. 

Oh dear to me is China tes^ 
Indeed I think none like it better. 
But far more fragrant to a yagrant 
Poet is a London letter. 

Let roses hang midst hazel twigs 

I 'U puflf them like a special pleader, 

But in my heart, to geese or pigs 

I much prefer the " Times " or " Leader." 

Dearer than any ancient song 
The chapters of our modern story, 
(But, I write whisperingly, among 
These woods the very flowers are Tory,) 
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In this calm innocent retreat, 

While grass is being cock'd and ricked, 

It is so very nice to sit. 

And chew the cud of something wicked ! 

And know that if the people knew 
The thing that one was really thinking, 
The village candles would hum blue, 
And all the cats would take to winking. 

Therefore, O Post Boy ! hither come. 
Sacred the dust upon thy shoes. 
Tell us the deeds they do at home, 
And all the cream of London news. 

LILIAN. 
July, 1853. 



^^ 
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HELEN'S AN-SWEE. 



Dear Lilian, 

Here amidst this " smoky town " 
I scarce shall write an answer to yom* mind, 
Who, looking back on London with the eyes 
Of a glad poet wash'd in country dew. 
See the poetic side of everything, 
While I see chiefly prose. 

But I conceive 
The sort of hunger after public things 
Which you and Ella under the hedgerows 
Begin to feel, and so herewith I send 
A batch of last week's papers, not the same 
You have been poetising over, but 
A regiment of the vanguard, gallant files, 
Forlorn hopes of Progression. Here 's the " Una," 
Chiefly by brave New England women penn'd 
In favour of their movement, and the stream 
Of good ideas flowing from their midst. 
It has a most uncomfortable title, 
For our plain nation likes plain words and round, 
And here some such are needed. I include 
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A few stray copies of the Liberator, 
And Wendell Phillips' speech. 

The other sheets 
Report associative experiments 
Among the tailors, and a meeting held 
Anent the next Reform-Bill. Here *s enough 
To put you under excommunication 
Of all the village, if they did but know, 
And make you blush amidst your walks, who wish 
To change that calmly agricultural mind 
By innovations strange and terrible. 
Now, as to me, my days in even course 
Run thro' the usual round of work ; I paint 
From mom to eve, from mom to eve again. 
Striving against the hinderance of time 
And all the weight of custom ; and I will, 
I tell you, Lilian, that I will succeed. 
Last night I read your letter, and I thought 
How diflferent are your words from what they were 
In this great Babel, when your soul seem'd faint 
At all the smoke and noise. The very war 
Of thought opposing thought, and wills that strive 
Each against each in the metropolis. 
Blinds the keen sight of where the field is won. 
And measure of the victory, and we doubt 
If Right indeed is Might. You could not see 
The hope and glory of the Future, that 
Which on the faces of her warriors 
So often seems to shine. Dear Lilian, 
Since the spirit of Life sits light within 
The temple of your being, and you draw 
Such pictures for me of the outward world. 
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Take, my dear poet, the true lesson home. 

And when you are impatient (as you are 

Most often) at the dirt which clogs the wheels, 

And the slow ripening of the better time, 

Bethink thee then what processes were wrought 

(As you to me but lately did recall. 

Painting the landscape from the Firs of Leith) 

Thro' silent ages, patient and unsung. 

Ere this grand symmetry of Nature, shaped^ 

Into completest beauty, yearn'd for love. 

And brought forth Adam, he both flower and seed, 

A fair suggestion of th' intent of Time. 

The sea, once a devouring conqueror. 

Was brought into subjection, held in chains 

Of subtle but inflexible restraint 

By Her that walks in Heaven, he foams in vain. 

And ^aws the bounds he may not overstep. 

The thousand forces that inspire the trees. 

Breaking to life in diverse beauty, mix 

And fashion the minutest tracery 

Of elms against the sky, in lawfulness 

And strict obedience to imheard decree. 

(Distinctly heard by them.) We see the wrecks 

Of pre-ordain'd confusion, step by step 

We trace the broken thoughts of centuries. 

Which had a crude intelligence like ours 

Watch'd in their changes, it had been dismay'd. 

And deem'd no will presided o'er the whole. 

Nor any ceaselessly evolving plan, 

Whose working we call Providence. And lo ! 

No blade of grass upon a jungled hill. 

No crumbling sandbank long decay 'd to dust. 

No strange enjoying monster of the deep. 
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But acted in a thousand complications 
On all that followed after'; and we speak 
And act, think, move, smile, weep and pray- 
Otherwise than we should do, being men. 
And closely knit unto the elements. 
Had not some wind, evoked in ages past. 
Swept like an organ blast about the tops 
Of some great forest long since tum*d to coal. 
Then mi^tter'd into silence. And where grew 
These large-leaved forests of the elder time, 
A busy population darkens day. 
And makes the night alive with ruddy fires ; 
While these two facts ten thousand years divide 
Are linked in one directest sequency, 
Eflfect that follows cause. 

Shall we not wait 
In patient expectation, and go down 
To solitary graves with joyfulness. 
Knowing that as this last creation, Man, 
Is nobler than all others, he shall be 
Matured at greater cost, more gradual care, 
Sway*d to and fro in oscillative change 
Of wider segments ? Eat thy bread in hope, 
If thou wouldst nourish thee for action. Faith 
Never yet fail'd her children, but Despair 
Has held the feet of many, and debarr'd 
Pilgrims from entering on the promised land. 
If thou dost nourish in thee that best hope, — 
(Dearest of all ambitions heart can frame,) 
To be a people's poet,— it demands 
A faith beyond the people's to sustain. 
When we are dull and faint, let us sit down 
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Submissive to inaction, let us use 

All brighter hours as golden weaponry 

To forward the good cause, and if we die, 

We know the spirit of this stirring time 

Will seize some other starker instruments 

Without a moment's pause. Not on one man, 

Had he th^ Prussian Frederick's iron will 

Or Mirabeau's big heart, could rest the weight 

Of England's progress now ; the hour is come 

When only he who serves shall safely rule. 

In the interests of all. Men are awake. 

They drink the grandest thoughts that wisdom speaks, 

And profit by them, from the crowded town. 

From country cottages and lone sea-coast. 

And midland woods they come, a nobler race 

Of thoughtful Saxons, individual lords 

Over themselves and o'er the world of mind. 



When thro' the vortex of these London streets 
Amidst this tide of life I wend my way, 
Which seems to catch a very quietness 
From its unbroken speed, often I think 
Of how thrice glorious is the time we live in, 
How ripe in promise and how rich in deed. 
Thank God I was bom now ! I watch with love 
That is a passion all the dawning life 
Which England nourishes, and often dream 
Of those far-peopled realms beyond the sea 
Which owe all to her blood, sit at the feet 
Of her old poets, and which, whether bound 
By her tradition'd law or their own wills. 
Most truly are her sons. I could not die 
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And lose all knowledge of my country's fate ; 

But hope, with that strong hope which seems to bring 

Promise of its fulfilment, that my soul 

Shall live in this keen interest even as now, 

That as the scroll on which the storied past 

Is writ, another and another length 

Unfolds to light, my eyes may see them all, 

The history of the fiiture, hid as yet 

Deep in the will of God. It seems to me 

Did the dear ties which weave about me now 

Of many-threaded love to dust decay. 

And I were left alone, I could live on. 

After the shrinking of the natural heart. 

Absorbed in England's work and full of peace. 

And yet, perhaps I know not, — 



But good night, 
We need not speculate on barren hours 
Which to the loving come not, for we rear 
The golden flowers of autumn on those graves 
We turf 'd in early spring, and the good life 
Which scatters seeds of kindness is repaid 
By fragrant growths of love. 



The streets are hush'd. 
Save where some wanderer's footfall breaks the night, 
Bearing its weight of life ; as oft before, 
I sit alone with silence and the thoughts 
Which yon great company of poets sang 
Long, long ago, ere they, too, went to join 
The harmonies of heaven. My heart is hush'd. 
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And lays itself before the feet of God, 

Willing to beat His time. On your thick woods, 

And softly veiling all the firs on Leith, 

The darkness falls like dew, all London lies, 

Like some calm child, asleep. And so good night. 

HELEN. 
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TO A WHITE OIALIS. 



The sun on Sussex hills shone bright 
When first I saw thy dainty white 
Amidst their valleys glowing ; 
" What is this flower so dainty white, 
As bom to be a maid's delight?" 
" It is by clowns woodsorrel hight 
Thou see'st before thee growing." 

Oxalis books have christen'd it, 
Which silver sound doth much befit 
Its fair and firagile beauty ; 
A drop of snow left late in spring, — 
A lady such as poets sing, — 
Likens this flower, — or anything 
Made more for love than duty. 

Oh ! far away from Sussex hills, 
A northern light this valley fills ; 
As these broad slopes recede kway 
Eastward to greet the dawn of day, 
Their opening depths disclose to view 
No shining tracts of level blue, 
But heath-crown'd scarps jut bleak and pale 
Where Wharfs bright water threads the vale. 
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Yet when thy darling form I see, 
This outer world fades back from me, 
New loves, new hopes, new thoughts depart 
The living tablets of my heart. 
Which only those soft woods repaint 
Whose purple tints are never faint. 

Oh happy home, now home no more ! 
Oh Form that Time will not restore ! 
Oh blessed dreams then bom in me 
Who dwelt beside the soimding sea, 
Which seemed to throb with travail-moan, 
A mighty heart against my own. 
As if 't would momently reveal 
The secrets life and death conceal. 

Ah, now I know that earth and sky 
Will never yield a mystery 
To those who seek for wisdom's ways 
Amidst the calm of recluse days. 
For ever threatening to disclose 
The depths of heaven in sunset shows, 
Nightly the promise dies away. 
The golden curtains fade to grey, 
We fancy troops of angels rise. 
And obly find — the silent skies. 

Where life's great interests interchange 
Dominion, with the widest range, — 
Where old men die and babes are bom 
To earth's great trial night and mom, — 
By working with a faithful will 
In ccfmplex spheres of good and ill, — 
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Accepting meekly all the pain 
Of stumbling, but to rise again, — 
By holding our best faith secure, — 
Keeping love's precious fountains pure, 
Thus only can the spirit grow 
With ampler power to feel and know ; 
By those sharp lessons wisely taught 
Where deeds of human will are wrought, 
Within whose narrow compass lie 
The seeds of an eternity ; 
For earth and sky shall pass away 
When human beauty shrinks to clay. 
Far tracks of space demand in vain 
Dead comets, yet shall man remain. 

Therefore, sweet messenger and friend. 
As down this lovely lane I wend, 
When thy cahn snowy buds I see, 
I know my path lies not by thee. 
But where the stream of Nations meets 
An echo in dark London streets. 
I leave thee growing where thou art, 
I bear thy portrait in my heart. 
Set in thy place by Hand divine 
As thou fill'st it so I would mine. 



THE DUKE'S FUNEEAL. 



The streets are clear'd, the crowd restrained — 
A mutter rises, " Lo they come ! " 
As far away, a shadowy scene, 
The first battalions dimly seen 

March to the muJBQled drum. 

They swell upon the straining sight. 

Deep silence holds the thousands there, ' 

Broken but by that measured tread 
And measured beat which mourns the dead, 
While awe pervades the air. 

Now rank by rank they slow advance, 
Bich music links the lengthening chain. 
As one melodious plaint subsides 
Another into hearing glides, 

And sinks to sleep again. 

It seems as if whatever voice 
To moiuning, music ever gave, 
In the great requiem all conspire. 
Alternating in rival chob. 

To sing him to his grave. 
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The curtain'd vapours roll aside, 
The sun would see this last display 
Of England's love for her dear son. 
And gives to honour Wellington 

A much unwonted ray. 



And as the clocks tell out the hour, 
And each from each catch up the tale. 
Some vision of eternity, 
And judgments pass'd on those who die. 
May well make gazers pale. 



Now as he journeys to the grave 
We will not praise him overmuch ; 
Before that throne where Mercy sits, 
A modest silence hest hefits 

Creatures imploring such. 



But in so far as earth may give 
Her honour and her love 
For such a life of noble deeds 
As, measured by, fulfilled her needs. 
It will be known above. 



And God, who weighs this man's desert, 
Knows every tear by England shed. 
Forgets not all she could recount, 
Nor fails to reckon the amount 

By which she weeps him, dead. 
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It is not bronze with laurel strew'd, 
Nor silver-starr'd and voiceful pall, 
Nor that small coffin gliding by, 
Which England gives him, should she sigh 
To think that this is all — 



Which she can give, or he receive. 
Say, " wo, she gives a glorious grief'' 
She gave him love, as day by day 
He paced along the accustom'd way. 
She gives it now to Death. 



All honour which she could devise 
She gave with an imgrudging hand ; 
K his transfigured head looks down 
On these great symbols of renown 

Which England's sorrow plann'd, 



He will behold the true intent, 
And know that thro' this mighty throng 
More thought than of this funeral car. 
More praise than show these ranks of war. 
Are bearing him along. 



The coffin and the car recede. 
They fade from sunshine into gloom ; 
The solemn transit he completes, 
While over the deserted streets 

The heavy cannons boom. 
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Where Paul's gold cross salutes the sky, 
And towers above the burdened air 
Full of the town's great hum, and looks 
On all its densest dreariest nooks. 
We 11 lay the hero there. 

It shall be headstone to the Duke, 
We need not write his name thereon, 
England is mindful of her debt, 
Nor will from age to age forget 

Here lieth Wellington. 
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THOUGHTS ON GOD'S ACEE. 



Calm graves, whereon the western light 
And long fir shadows fall, 
While twilight in the purple east 
Unfolds her silver pall, 
Wherewith she covers that hush'd earth 
By Death's light footsteps trod, 
Do you, of all this gloriousness. 
Alone belong to God ? 

They say He holds a balanced scale 
To measure Earth and Heaven, 
And renders for what earth withholds 
A portion more than even; 
But tho' we strive to live by this. 
And nurse a faith sublime, 
No man who trusts Eternity 
Denies a prayer to Time. 

Not always must our darling earth 

Be spotted with decay, 

She bears a promise on her brow, 

Fulfil it when she may. 

Not always shall she sacrifice 

The dearest souls she rears. 

And give them hopes beyond her own 

To cheat the heart of tears. 
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But perfectness return tp her, 

And all her children know 

That even as God reigns above, 

He also reigns below. 

No space be barr'd apart for Him, 

With cypress in it sown, 

But all which bounds humanity 

Be His and nature's own. 
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THE BALLAD OF THE KING'S DAUGHTER. 



[How the King's Daughter, having married me a peasant for 
love, heareth of the death of her only brother, and taketh her 
little son to the King.] 

She twisted up her royal lengths 

Of fallen hah* with a silver pin, 
Her eyes were frowning, molten depths 

Which stirr'd to flame when I look'd within ; 

Dress'd in a gown of velvet, black, 

With a diamond clasp, and a silver band, 

Walk'd from the door with a stately step. 

And our yoimg son held by his mother's hand. 

Walter ran by his mother's side 

More like in his eyes to her than me. 
The Queen would have barter'd her ivory throne 

For such a blossom of royalty. 

Heavily over the far-hill tops 

Booms the bell in the minster tower. 
From city to city between the hills 

Echo the bells at the bm'ial hour. 

"Amen ! " saith the bough in the ten-mile forest, 
"Amen ! " saith the sea fix)m its cavernous bed, 

"Amen ! " saith the people when bow'd at the sorest, 
"Who is dead?" said the rooks, "who is dead? 
who is dead?" 
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The young man is dead, in his strength, in his beauty, 
His curls lie loose on his white-fringed pall ; 

Loud cry the people and priests at the altar, 
Soft wails the requiem over them aU. 

Low in the midst of the Church of the Merciful 
Lieth the young man, — gone to his rest, 

His sword is sheath'd arid his coronet broken, 
Flowers of yesterday cover his breast. 

" Babe, child, brave youth," wept the Queen in her 
closet, 

" Heir of my name," sigh'd the King on his throne, 
" Who leads us to battle?" cried they of the market, 

" My lover," look'd one face as cold as a stone. 

Slow toird the bells from the north to the southern 
sea. 

Winds caught them up with a desolate cry, 
Solemn he lies imder darkening arches, 

The hand of eternity pr^ss'd on each eye. 



PAET II. 

The market-cross, with its sculptured Christ, 
Mid the crush and the trample stood steady and 
strong. 

The welded masses of voiceless folk 
As a sea at midnight roU'd ^oii%. 
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Booming bells, as they struck the ear, 

Died away in the silent skies ; 
Gossipping women were dumb with fear. 

And each gabled house was alive with eyes. 

But lo ! in the distance a shadowy file, 

They moved to the beat of a muffled drum, 

The waves recede as for Israel's march, 
And the thick crowd mutters, " They come, they 
come." 

Where the bier was borne by the central fount. 

She stood as still as the carven stone. 
Saying, " O King, behold my boy^ 

His smile is the dead's, and his eye is your own. 

" From my broad domain in one true man's heart. 
From the home I chose of mine own free will, 

I give you my jewel to wear in your crown." 
Then snatching him back for one last long fill 

Of his rippling smiles, they heard her say, 
With a haughty glance at her marriage ring, 

" Well is my home by the forester's hearth, 
But Walter, my son, is the heir of a king." 

When the shadows fell on our quiet pool. 

And the birds were asleep in the firs overhead. 

She retum'd alone, but her face was white, 
And her step as the step of one waked from the 
dead. 
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